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	The Devil Wears Prada

I own nothing – I make no money from this it's just for my own personal amusement and I thank the creators of these characters with all my heart.

Am going old skool with a bit of Devil Wears Prada but the best characters are evergreen. This little piece has been floating around my brain and laptop for a while. Yikes!

Comments are welcome if you wish.

**The Devil Wears Prada and Perhaps she Eats Hot Dogs.**

_Andy Sachs turned and looked down the hectic street. Somewhere in the chaos must reside her sanity. Somewhere in the chaos there must be something that could make her feel better about her life._

_She could not see it yet._

_ The New York Mirror's Editor's words rang in her ears._

'_Miranda Priestly herself told me that you were her biggest disappointment and that if I didn't hire you I am an idiot.'_

_ And there she was. Getting into her car across the street. Andy froze as the Dragon Lady glowered at her then lowered her label clad body into the silver Mercedes._

_ What Andy did not see was the smile that Miranda Priestly had on her face once settled in her car. She watched the young girl carry on down the street lost in her own thoughts, messing with her thick fringe. _

_ Miranda scrutinised the outfit that Andrea was wearing. It was not hideous. Nice jeans and a jacket that suited her individual style. Perhaps she had learned something after all._

'For goodness sake,' Andy muttered as she dodged past another gawping tourist. 'It's just a building,' she grumbled.

New York had jaded her, she realised. Since when did the beauty and spectacle that was the Empire State Building not impress her anymore?

She smiled at another tourist in a poor attempt to make up for her irritation but it did not last long and she was relieved when she finally jogged up the familiar steps that led to the door of her office building.

'Morning,' Milton the security guard greeted her.

'Morning,' she replied.

'Where's that sunny smile of yours?' he asked.

'Still in bed,' she mumbled but then treated him to a gleaming grin.

'That's better,' he said.

Why would I smile? Andy thought. Everything is shit.

Well that was not strictly true.

Everything was not shit and things could be a lot worse.

The only thing that upset her these days were the lingering thoughts that she still had about Miranda Priestly.

During the night she would wake up in a cold sweat and think about Calvin Klein shopping bags and then realise she did not have to do that anymore. Thankfully that was some other poor bastard's job now.

Andy threw her bag down on the floor and turned on her computer.

A few raised eyebrows chinked in her direction but she ignored them.

'Morning,' Stacey Mewer said.

'Morning,' Andy tried to sound as sweet as possible.

'Have you seen the latest edition of that magazine that you used to work for?' Stacey asked through a mouthful of bagel.

'Why?' Andy quirked her eyebrow with interest.

'Your old boss is gracing the cover because it's a special anniversary edition,' Stacey held out the glossy magazine.

Andy snatched it and stared at the cover.

There she was. Miranda Priestly. Fifty-one years old. Almost make-up free her presumably naked body wrapped elegantly in a faux fur wrap.

Andy's jaw dropped.

'She's all about making older women feel better about themselves now,' Stacey chomped her food and bits flew out of the corners of her mouth. 'She looks kinda hot.'

_She really does, Andy thought._

'Maybe sales are down and she needs to appeal to a new demographic,' was what she said to Stacey and handed the magazine back to her.

'Don't you want to read the article?' Stacey asked.

'Maybe later,' Andy tried to smile gratefully but it was more of a grimace.

Stacey took the magazine and went back to her own desk.

_Miranda was on the cover of Runway. Blimey, Andy mused._
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Miranda hated being stuck in traffic but the reality was that she got more work completed in the back of her car than she did anywhere else. And here she was again, stuck in traffic, reading a document that she could not concentrate on because truth be told, when she was in a car and tried to read, it made her want to vomit. And Miranda Priestly did NOT vomit.

She looked up and glanced out of the window.

Her heart gave a small leap of recognition.

Hmm, that was a new physiological response that had not happened in a while.

A woman was standing by a magazine kiosk.

She assessed the frame and gait of the woman that was holding a copy of the new _Runway_ magazine and her heart hammered in her chest.

A smile appeared on Miranda's lips.

Andrea Sachs was standing, staring at the front cover. Just standing in the street, staring at the cover that was entirely plain except for the name of the publication and Miranda, posing for that ghastly picture that was the best of a bad bunch.

She watched Andrea through narrowed eyes but it was difficult to see the expression on the girl's face because her head was bowed. Miranda adjusted her position slightly to get a better view. And then her heart dropped.

Andrea looked up and there were tears running down her face.
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Nobody really cared if you worked from home but they cared if you did not produce any work. Andy knew she needed to do something but the copy of _Runway_ was sitting on her coffee table distracting her. Piercing blue eyes looking at her with fierce scrutiny. Making her feel small, like she was the most incompetent person in the world.

'Get a grip,' she said.

The most disconcerting thing was that she had cried when she was in the street and looking at the cover.

What the hell was that about?

She had tried to reason that it was relief that she never had to see that woman again. Except it was not that.

She missed Miranda Priestly.

That thought scared Andy.

Why would she miss Miranda Priestly? The woman had made her life impossible.

Andy was a woman that admired other women. She had met lots of people in her new job that made her stop and think about what kind of woman she wanted to be. Senators, business-women, victims, they all had an effect on Andy. The wholesome strength and determination interested her, it intrigued her and yet nobody had an influence on her like Miranda Priestly.

She fought off tears again.

That was why she missed Miranda Priestly. The Dragon Lady epitomized everything that Andy loved about women and she missed her daily dose of inspiration and the satisfaction of being around someone so awe-inspiring.

A knock at the door roused her from her gloomy thoughts and she got up to answer it.

'Andy Sachs?' a portly delivery man with a dirty beard asked?

'Yeah.'

'I've been all over the place looking for you,' he looked pissed off.

'Why?'

'To deliver this into your hand,' he held out a large envelope with her name written across it with a flourish that Andrea recognised.

'Um… thanks,' she said and closed the door a little too quickly to be polite.

He muttered something inaudible but she did not care.

She leaned against the wood and took a deep breath.

Only one person had perfect penmanship like that.

She opened the envelope and took out a copy of the _Special Edition Runway_ and a courtesy slip.

_If you wanted a copy – then you could have asked._

Andy stared at the note.

It was definitely Miranda's handwriting.

How did she know that Andy had even looked at the magazine?

_She must have seen me?_

Andy's blood ran cold and then excitement surged through her body.

_Why would Miranda do this?_

Then a horrible realization occurred.

Did this mean that Miranda Priestly had seen her crying over the copy of the magazine?

Andy felt foolish.

She went back to the sofa and dropped heavily on to the softness and opened the magazine to the feature story that Miranda had given.

There were more pictures of Miranda inside, two of them showed her looking icy and devilish, like she hated every moment of what was happening. Andy turned the page and adrenaline coursed through her veins. In this picture Miranda was laughing. Her head thrown back, her teeth gleaming and her eyes crinkled with happiness. It was a side on shot and whoever had taken it captured her beautifully.

Andy traced the picture with her index finger.

She sat like that for a moment, gazing at the woman that used to be the most important person in her life. She felt something that she could not articulate.

'I suppose I should read the article,' she finally muttered and settled back against the cushions to begin.

As she progressed through the piece it was difficult to believe that Miranda would say any of these things. She openly discussed growing older and how certain events that had transpired had forced her to reconsider her priorities. She talked about building an empire that she could not let go of because it was like one of her children. Then she talked about friends that were no longer around and how being a successful woman with a career meant that you had to get used to being a lone wolf. The article went on, revealing more of the inner thoughts of Miranda Priestly that showed she might possibly be human after all. Andy agreed with her statement that women at her level had to work much harder than men and that men thought it was acceptable to bully them because the assumption was that they wanted to be one of the boys.

Andy got to the end of the article and then read it again. It occurred to her that this might be Miranda's swan song. It certainly looked that way. In the final paragraphs Miranda thanked all of the people that read the magazine and who made her want to be better and always push for more.

Andy was gob-smacked.

And then an idea began to form in her brain. She picked up her cell phone and put in a call to her new Boss.
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In the insides of the _New York Times_, Miranda had strategically placed the _New York Mirror_ and turned to page seven.

There was a tiny photograph of Andrea next to the article that she had written about career women in New York City.

The writing was good and the article was interesting but Miranda knew that she had been the source of inspiration behind it and that was what mattered most. On the inside she was smiling. Andrea understood her. She got what Miranda was about. Not many people did, even her husbands had not understood her. At first they had found her power sexy. They reveled in being the one that had tamed the Dragon Lady but it did not last. The long days, the endless events, the travelling away from home, all took its toll and all those men had really wanted was a little woman that would stay at home. And Miranda Priestly was nobody's little woman.

Her friend Katherine would argue that the only man strong enough to deal with Miranda Priestly was another wo-man. That was how she had put it once when they had spent an evening together and Miranda bemoaned yet another disastrous date with an air-headed gentleman that had asked her out to dinner. Only another woman as strong as Miranda would not find her intimidating and be able to handle everything that Miranda was.

Really, was it so difficult for people to understand that she had built an empire and would do anything to keep it? These men were useless.

Her mind wandered back to Andrea. She was an ambitious girl but would not step on anybody's toes to get to where she wanted to be. She was the homely sort that wanted to do everything on merit and not sabotage.

Miranda had thought like that once and her work ethic and skill set had made her a legend but the problem is that people eventually want to remove a legend and take over.

That was when Miranda changed. That was when she started using her cunning to make sure that she stayed in exactly the position she was in now.

She glanced out of the car window again and watched the City go past. Recently, she had felt that everything had changed. She wanted to be at home with her girls more. They were at a vulnerable age and she did not want them to end up hating her. That was the first thing that had changed. The other thing that had changed was that Miranda longed for the touch of another human being. Not just any human being but someone that made her feel special. And the other strange thing was that she longed to reach out and touch someone. This was new. She wondered if it was loneliness. She concluded that it was not. She and Katherine had conducted a long analysis and decided that Miranda was not lonely. How could one be lonely when surrounded by adoring minions on a daily basis?

No, it went deeper than that.

They calculated that Miranda needed sex. But Miranda was not like that idea. She could not simply give herself to anyone. There had to be connection and therein lay the problem. Miranda had not connected with anyone since a certain person had walked out of her life.

The second, that the word 'connection' was uttered by Katherine, Miranda's face had fallen and then something akin to a smile appeared.

Katherine enquired as to what had made Miranda smile.

Miranda denied smiling and cited that was the reason she had few wrinkles on her face until Katherine pointed out that frowning gave you more wrinkles.

That had made Miranda laugh and then query her own sanity at being friends with the top psychologist in New York.

Back in the present moment she noticed that it was raining and they were nearing her building.

Oh well, thoughts of anything other than work would have to wait for now but she needed to re-connect with someone and she needed all of her cunning ways to think about how she was going to do that.

The article had been out for two weeks and Andy had heard nothing from Miranda.

She did not know why she expected to hear something from her old Boss but there had been a tiny spark of hope that Miranda might give her some recognition. It was a stupid idea of course. That woman did not give anyone any recognition. Especially not someone that had stood up to her and walked away, leaving the Dragon without its tamer.

'Andrea Sachs!' a loud voice shouted across the newsroom.

'Here!' she practically leapt off her chair and went through the ceiling tiles.

A young man wearing a cycling helmet and clips that held his trousers tight rushed towards her.

'Please sign,' he held out a clipboard and she scribbled her name then he handed her a package.

She took it from him with trembling hands and looked around. Nobody was paying her any attention at all but she decided that she wanted this to be a private moment so she set off to the bathroom.

Once locked inside the stall she turned the padded, white envelope over in her hands and there it was. That distinctive script she would recognise anywhere.

Her heart leapt with excitement.

Inside the envelope was a slender box, about ten inches in length.

She slit the second envelope open with her fingernail and the familiar scent of Miranda wafted up her nose as if the woman had sprayed the paper before sending it.

Andy closed her eyes and the woman's face invaded her brain. She held the card gently on her lap and smiled.

_Andrea,_

_Imagine my disappointment that you write an article about powerful women in New York City and neglect me._

_This will not do – please be at my office this evening for an exclusive interview._

_9pm sharp._

_ M_

Was this for real? Andy wondered.

This was so un-Miranda-like that Andy wondered if her ex-boss might be having some sort of breakdown.

She opened the box and it was the most beautiful pen that she had ever seen.

She looked at it. CROSS.

She held it in her hand and it felt perfect. She removed the cap to find that it was a fountain pen and a smile spread across her face.

She wondered if she should call Emily and check that this was for real and not someone playing a stupid mind game with her.

The other thing she could do was not turn up at all but then what would Miranda's wrath be like if it was for real?

'Shit!' she muttered.

This could not be Miranda. Perhaps it was an employee that had decided to have a joke at her expense. She wondered if Emily could be sneaky enough to do this but then decided against it and made up her mind that being a reporter had made her entirely too suspicious.
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Miranda had sent Emily home early. It had almost been worth it to see the look on her face. Miranda had never sent Emily home early. The Brit had stared at Miranda for longer than was appropriate and then attempted to speak but words would not come.

Miranda had to hide a smile and sneered out, 'that's all.'

Now, she sat in her office and waited.

She did not know if Andrea would turn up or not but she was hopeful. Then the panic started. She had no idea what she was going to say to the young woman. In her mind she had made an attempt at a little speech but she knew that the second Andrea came through the door she would be unable to contain herself.

It was 8:45pm. She stood and went to freshen up.
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Andy stood in the street and looked up at the building that thrust into the sky. She counted up the columns and then along the rows. Sure enough there was a light on in Miranda's office.

'Oh well,' she muttered.

She headed into the Elias-Clark building and went into the loos to freshen up. Five minutes later she emerged looking more presentable than she had when she entered the building.

She had to ask the late night security guard to call up and confirm that she was in fact on her way to a meeting. She knew that Miranda had said something acerbic to the poor man by the way that he hung up the phone without saying goodbye. He gave Andy a badge and a nod and she headed to the elevators.

The ride up seemed to take much longer than she remembered.

She mused about how crazy this was. Was she mad?

No, not mad, curious but she had decided to play it safe and bring everything that a reporter would need to conduct an interview.

The corridor smelled the same as she walked along it, coffee mingled with perfume and the smell of newly ironed clothes.

Andy got to Miranda's office and looked through the glass. There was nobody there to greet her so she walked directly to Miranda's door just as the woman emerged from her private bathroom.

'Hi,' Andy said breathlessly.

Miranda looked her up and down. 'Are you going to stand there and gawp all night?'

Nothing had changed, Andy reckoned but this time she smiled.

Was it possible she had missed this?

Miranda swept back to the safe side of her desk where she retained the power to shoot someone a withering glance that could end their career. She lowered her exquisite looking frame into the chair, crossed her legs and put her shoulders back and took a good look at Andy.

'How are you, Miranda?' Andy asked.

She dropped her bag on the floor and smiled pleasantly.

'Well,' Miranda began. 'Can you imagine how disappointed I was when I saw your article about powerful women and I was not included in it?'

Andy had been waiting all day for this.

'Miranda, I honestly did not think that you would read _The Mirror_.'

This appeared to blindside Miranda but only for a nanosecond.

'I like to keep up with what my ex-exployees are doing,' she emphasised the 'ex' part of the sentence.

Andy nodded a little too knowingly. 'I see.'

'So,' Miranda said stiffly. 'Go ahead.'

What was the woman talking about, Andy wondered.

'Go ahead,' Miranda repeated as if she was an imbecile. 'Start the interview.'

'Oh,' Andy jumped to life and reached into her bag for a voice recorder.

'However,' Miranda leaned over the desk and surveyed Andy over her rimless spectacles. 'I do not wish to be included with any other women. I am THE most powerful woman in New York right now.'

Andy shuddered. In this moment she was the most powerful woman in New York but she no longer had power over Andy. At least that was what Andy was telling herself so that she could get through this meeting.

'Tell me when your interest in fashion began,' Andy said.

Miranda narrowed her eyes.

'Humour me,' Andy stood up and rested the voice recorder on the table between them. 'Ready?'

A slight nod and Miranda turned on the voice recorder without asking.

'I grew up in a small town…' Miranda smirked. 'Isn't that how all success stories begin?'

Andy was captivated listening to Miranda. It was an education. The story of a woman that had achieved success in an industry that was dirty and disgusting yet she seemed to love it.

'What do you think about the recent news items saying that models are too thin?' Andy asked while Miranda was talking about women that have the right frame to make works of art even more beautiful.

The look that came Andy's way was one of surprise.

'Andrea,' Miranda smiled. 'Do you really think that it is the responsibility of models to take on the worries of all of the teenage girls in the world?'

'I think that they could offer a more realistic view of the female form.'

Miranda appeared to think about this for a moment.

'The girls that we use as models are already naturally thin. Body shapes are all different. If they wish to be thinner than they are it is their choice. The same as it is the choice of an overweight person to eat another donut.'

'Really?' Andy said. 'Don't you think that putting clothes on tiny little models misrepresents what beauty is?'

Miranda hesitated. She looked Andy up and down.

'No,' she said slowly. 'Beauty comes in many forms.'

'But do you show that in your publication?' Andy pressed.

Miranda thought about this. 'I put clothes on the people that they look best on,' she finally replied.

Andy nodded. She was unsure whether they agreed on this or not.

'And the _Runway 50__th__ Edition_…' Andy changed the subject.

'Ah yes,' Miranda's blue eyes suddenly gleamed.

'It read like a swan song to me,' Andy challenged.

There was a twitch of the Dragon's mouth. 'Oh Andrea,' she breathed. 'You really are my biggest disappointment. You are such a smart girl.'

Andy rolled her eyes.

That was something she would never have done in the past.

Miranda felt heat flood through her body.

'You are correct,' Miranda confirmed. 'But I do not want that printed.'

Andy scribbled on her notebook.

'A lot of things have changed for me recently, Andrea,' Miranda swung from side to side on her chair as though she was nervous. 'I have been re-evaluating my position and my skills.'

Andrea listened carefully, never taking her eyes from the silver haired lady sitting opposite her.

'I have been sitting on a number of Charity Boards for disadvantaged youth,' Miranda said. 'And I have been giving my time to children that require special education.'

Andy noted all of this down even though the recorder was taking it all down for her.

'I have opened a restaurant and every Wednesday morning we allow the homeless into the wedding suite to have a proper meal and get a take away bag.'

Something began to register with Andy.

'My next venture was to develop two scholarships for a local school. St Bart's, where one student gets a fully paid scholarship to Medical School and the other gets a full Scholarship.'

Andy's heart began to pound.

She had covered a story at St Barts about a talented athlete that had been injured in a tragic accident and could no longer pursue his dream to go to college because his family was too poor.

Andy looked up at Miranda and every hair on her body stood to attention.

'St Barts?' she said quietly.

'Yes, I believe the first recipient of the scholarship is a boy called Freeman Cole.'

Andy's pen halted in mid-air.

She was confused.

Who was this woman sitting opposite her?

Miranda was smiling. It was definitely a smile and not the usual sneer that Andy had been accustomed to.

'Why?' Andy whispered. 'Why would you do that?'

'I began to take an interest in current affairs,' Miranda waved her hand through the air.

'Were they just current affairs stories that I covered?' Andy regained her composure.

'Well, you might have had something to do with it.'

The only word that appropriately represented how Andrea felt was – flabbergasted.

'Your writing spoke to me,' Miranda said. 'Is that so difficult to believe?'

Andy's mouth fell open.

'You're doing a fantastic impression of a cod fish,' Miranda looked amused.

'I'm… well I think I am in shock.'

Miranda glanced at her watch.

'It's getting late,' she said. 'I shall drop you at home and we can finish the interview in the car.'

Andy followed Miranda dumbly to the elevator and called it as though it were old times. She hesitated to step inside while Miranda swept past her and leaned against the railing.

'Andrea, please get in,' Miranda said impatiently.

Andy did as she was asked and felt as though she was in a dream, following Miranda to her car and then sitting in the back seat with her. She did, however give the long-suffering Roy a smile, to which he responded with a nod.

'So,' Andy began when they were comfortable. 'When are you leaving Runway?'

'It's not set in stone yet but it will be within the next six months, depending on other things.'

'What other things?'

Miranda smiled a secret smile.

'Just other things,' she said mysteriously.

Andy did not pursue this line of questioning.

'Why have you decided to leave?'

Miranda sighed, it was not a sigh of impatience or frustration. It was more like a sad sigh.

'Last week a little upstart from a band would not do as I asked.'

'How dare they,' Andy teased.

Miranda narrowed her eyes. 'I realised then that things were changing and even I cannot stop the tides. We now have to bow down to all these teenage egomaniacs who think they are the best thing ever because they are surrounded by people that tell them how wonderful they are because they are terrified of temper tantrums.'

'Interesting.'

'Perhaps I am becoming too old for all of this,' Miranda mused.

Andy looked at Miranda's face. It was the kind of look she would never have taken in the past but this Miranda seemed different. She liked Miranda's face. The soft lines by her eyes, her high cheekbones that could make her look severe and beautiful at the same time.

Miranda stared right back.

'What are you thinking Andrea?' Miranda said softly.

'I was thinking that I would never describe you as old,' Andy smiled.

'Why not? I am old.'

'You're beautiful,' the words were out of Andy's mouth before she could stop them.

The back of the car became quiet.

_Shit!_ Andy thought.

She had been so caught up in the moment that the words were out before she could stop them.

'Say something,' Andy screwed her eyes closed and pleaded.

Miranda cleared her throat.

'Oh God,' Andy mumbled.

'Andrea,' Miranda said silkily. 'Open your eyes.'

Andy opened her left eye and turned to her ex-boss.

She was smiling.

'Thank you,' Miranda said.

The remainder of the journey was conducted silently until they arrived at Andy's apartment.

'Do you have enough information?' Miranda asked.

Andy thought about her reply. She could answer truthfully and this strange existence could be over. Or, she could lie and prolong this unusual set of circumstances.

'If I say yes, will I see you again?' Andy felt bold.

'Well I would like to read the article before it goes to print,' Miranda said cautiously.

'Of course,' Andy found that her throat was dry and it was difficult to swallow properly.

'Do you want to get in touch with me when it's done?' Miranda was examining her fingernails and looking anywhere, except directly at Andy.

'Sure,' Andy said.

She wrestled to pick up her bag and then Roy opened the car door.

'I'll be in touch then,' Andy said softly.

'Right,' Miranda had resumed her usual terse demeanour.

'Right,' Andy mimicked and then got out of the car and shot Roy a smile.

He closed the door.

'Nice to see you again, Andy,' he said.

'And you Roy,' Andy put her hand on his elbow. 'Shall we have coffee soon?'

He nodded. 'That would be nice, you know where to find me.'

'I'd like to get home today, Roy!' Miranda called through the glass.

With a wry smile he got back into the vehicle and the silver car pulled away easily.

Andy smiled. She did not know what the hell was going on but she liked it.
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Katherine was tucking into a salad in a way that Miranda found amazing.

'This is really good,' Katherine grinned.

'It's the dressing that's good,' Miranda snapped. 'The rest is leaves.'

Katherine leveled a curious look at her friend and then laid down her fork.

'What's up grumpy stump?' she teased.

Miranda sighed and turned her face away like a moody teenager.

It had been her idea for Katherine to meet her at the restaurant and for them to have dinner but she was being a real bitch and it was all the fault of Andrea Sachs.

'Grumpy bear,' Katherine coaxed.

Miranda pulled her hand back as Katherine reached for it. 'Why would you think that anything is the matter with me?' she snapped.

Katherine wiped her mouth with her napkin and let out a loud laugh that caught the attention of the next table over.

'Fine,' Miranda snapped to break the silence that hung over the two of them. 'I did something and now…' she trailed off.

'And now?' her friend prompted.

'And now I am beginning to think it might not have worked out as I planned it would.'

'Ahhhh,' Katherine nodded knowingly. 'Someone has not acquiesced to your will.'

Miranda smirked. 'Andrea Sachs never acquiesced to my will.'

Recognition flooded Katherine's attractive face. 'Your old assistant?' she queried.

'Yes,' Miranda said simply as if it was the most natural thing in the world to discuss her previous employees. 'She wrote an article about powerful women and I was insulted that she did not include me.'

Katherine smirked. 'So let me guess, you forced her to write an article about you?'

Miranda inhaled heavily and pursed her lips and glared across the table.

'I did NOT force her,' she muttered.

'No, you don't need to force people to do anything. You simply glare at them and things happen.'

'Can I help that?'

Katherine smiled again. 'You have a way with people that is very individual.'

This time Miranda smirked.

'So why the grump?' Katherine waved the waiter over and motioned for another glass of wine for each of them.

'It's been a week,' Miranda put her cheek in her hand and sulked. 'She said she would contact me when she had written the article to let me see it. It can't take a week to write an article can it?'

'Perhaps she wants it to be perfect and is taking her time.'

Miranda let out a sound that resembled a snort.

'Why do you care how long it takes her?' Katherine relaxed back in her seat and fiddled with the stem of her wine glass. 'Do you want to see her again?'

Miranda pursed her lips then pushed her shoulders back and gently flicked a piece of hair out of her eyes that had coiled its way down her forehead.

'You do want to see her again,' Katherine whispered.

Miranda shifted uncomfortably. 'She has many – viable qualities.'

'Viable qualities!'' Katherine exploded. 'Miranda,' she lowered her voice. 'Are you attracted to your old assistant?'

Blue eyes glared out from lowered lashes.

'You are not my therapist,' she said coldly.

'No, worse – I'm your best friend,' Katherine grinned. 'And don't worry – as you know I have stepped on to the other side of the street and it was very gratifying.'

Miranda narrowed her eyes. 'I am old enough to be her mother. Jesus – I am a mother but for some reason I can't stop thinking about…' she trailed off.

'Yes?' Katherine raised an eyebrow. 'Go on,' she encouraged.

'I am not divulging my innermost thoughts to you.'

The therapist looked disappointed.

A mobile telephone pinged somewhere and they both reached into their handbags.

'It's me,' Miranda said and then threw the phone back into the bag, the hope she temporarily felt disappearing into the darkness with the electronic device.

'Did you think that would be her?' Katherine asked wickedly.

The reply was a slight snarl.
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Andy peered through the glass window of the restaurant and smiled.

Miranda was seated in the VIP area with an attractive woman that looked vaguely familiar.

The woman reached across the table and tried to take Miranda's hand but the Dragon Lady pulled it away and shot her a mock glare.

Andy found that her reflection was smiling. She gripped the folder to her chest and went to the door and pushed it open.

'Good evening Miss,' a handsome young man greeted Andy. 'Would you like a table?'

Andy gave him her best smile. 'I just wanted to drop this off to Miranda Priestly if that's alright?'

The waiter looked across at the VIP area.

'I'm sorry but Miss Priestly does not wish to be disturbed this evening.'

'Oh,' Andy faltered. 'OK, well could you hand this to her please?'

'Certainly,' he took the folder but looked terrified at the prospect of speaking to Miranda.'

Andy reached into her pocket and pulled out some notes. 'If you take her a Hendricks Mule and one for her friend she will be much more pleasant to you,' she handed over the money with a little wink and then turned and left the restaurant.

She stood by the window and watched while the drinks were ordered and then the young man entered into the dragon's lair.

'What is this?' Miranda raised an angry eyebrow at the poor waiter.

'It's… it's – a – a Hendricks Mule,' he stammered.

'Where did it come from?' she asked smoothly.

'The young lady that dropped this in for you,' he said quickly.

'What young lady?' Miranda immediately searched the surrounding area.

'She's left now, I told her that you didn't want to be disturbed,' he quickly handed the folder to Miranda and darted away.

Katherine smiled politely. 'You did say that we didn't want to be disturbed.'

'I did,' Miranda mumbled.

'Let's have a look at the article then,' Katherine tried to grab the folder but Miranda snatched it away.

'It's for my eyes only,' she turned the plastic around to reveal the wording on the front.

FOR THE EYES OF MIRANDA PRIESTLY ONLY.

Katherine grinned. 'It's like working for the CIA or something.'

'Pah!' Miranda spat.

'So are you going to read it?' Katherine picked up her fork and tucked into her food again.

'Later,' Miranda slipped the article in her bag.

'Later,' Katherine teased. 'Alone. In bed.'

'Shut up,' Miranda picked up the drink that Andy had sent for her and sipped it with a smile.

0

Miranda was a woman of discipline, always had been and always would be. That was the reason she went home after her dinner with Katherine, checked the book, ran herself a bath, lay in it for the usual amount of time and then climbed into bed with the folder containing Andrea's article. The anticipation was stimulating to her in a way that she would not admit to anyone.

The disappointment at not seeing Andrea had been reflected in the tip that she left for the waiter and he knew that he had done something wrong but he also knew that he could not have made the right decision with Miranda. Her reputation went before her.

Whatever it was that had happened to Miranda recently had disarmed her. To make up for it she was ten times more catty and fifty times more cynical. These feelings had crept up on her unannounced.

She ran her hand across the sheets on the empty side of the bed and wondered if anyone, other than her children, would sleep there again.

Two weeks ago she had fleetingly considered buying an electric blanket. A nanosecond after the thought floated through her brain she quashed it with an iron fist but then wondered what Emily's face would look like if she asked her to go and find such a thing.

'What's wrong with you Mira?' she muttered.

Her hand hesitated over the plastic folder and she read the words across the front again. A smile twitched at her lips as she thought about how good it had been to have Andrea beside her again in the back of the car.

With careful precision Miranda opened the folder and flicked to the second page, she slipped on her glasses and began to read.

0

Andy decided that she loved drinking after work with the new girl. She was fun and smart and made Andy laugh.

'Another one?' Ella's eyes gleamed in the light of the bar.

'I shouldn't,' Andy grinned. 'You are a bad influence on me.'

Ella licked her lips. 'You're not the first woman that's said that to me.'

The comment hung in the air for a moment and then Andy laughed.

Ella tossed her long, brown hair over her shoulder. 'Go on – one more,' she cajoled.

Andy hesitated. She looked her new friend over, captivated by her pretty eyes and full lips. Ella had been trying to get Andy to go out for a drink with her ever since she started working at _The Mirror_ but Andy had always been reluctant. After seeing Miranda out with her friend, Andy decided that she should acquire a life of her own.

'Alright,' Andy grinned and met the sparkly eyes with her brown ones. 'One more drink and then I have to eat something.'

Ella grinned victoriously and then ruffled Andy's hair. 'You and your tummy,' she giggled.

Two drinks later they staggered out of the bar and headed towards a hot dog seller. Andy stumbled on the heels she was wearing and gripped on to Ella's arm.

'Are you drunk?' Ella teased.

'You know fine well that I am,' Andy grinned.

They waited to order their food and then stood at the table by the cart to eat it.

Andy scarfed her hot dog and then ordered another one while Ella watched on in amusement.

'So,' Ella balled up her napkin and then picked up another and reached out to wipe a dab of sauce from Andy's face.

At the contact Andy froze.

'Are you OK?' Ella looked concerned.

'Fine,' Andy swallowed heavily and forced a smile.

'Would you like to come back to my place?' Ella asked the question with an innocent tone but her eyes were indicative of something else.

'Ella,' Andy began, suddenly feeling very sober. 'I really like spending time with you but…'

'I get it,' Ella interrupted.

'I'm sorry if I've given you the impression of anything else,' Andy said gently.

'You haven't,' Ella grinned. 'You knocked me back enough times before I finally managed to get you out.'

Andy smiled ruefully. 'I want us to be friends.'

'Me too,' Ella reached out and pulled Andy towards her and pressed a quick kiss to her mouth.

Andy did not react other than to close her eyes briefly.

'OK,' Ella grinned. 'Now we can be friends.'

0

If Miranda Priestly had not been such an articulate woman she might have said something like:

'When I saw Andrea eating hot dogs and then kiss that beautiful, sparkly eyed, young vixen on the street my guts dropped out of my bum hole.'

The words she actually said to Katherine were: 'It was upsetting.'

Katherine narrowed her eyes. 'Upsetting?'

She turned away with a knowing smile as she prepared the coffee.

'That's as much as I can say about it at the moment,' Miranda looked down at the floor sadly and traced a pattern with the toe of her shoe.

'Mira,' Katherine said softly. 'Don't you think you need to talk to Andrea about how you feel?'

'Absolutely not,' Miranda said. 'I think it's clear how she feels.'

Katherine sighed and handed a mug to her oldest friend and then folded her arms as though about to say something that she knew would fall on deaf ears. 'A kiss doesn't always mean something Mira. A kiss can be – I like you, or it could be, I want more – do you?'

Miranda's eyes narrowed skeptically.

'Fine,' Katherine shrugged and sipped her coffee. 'But you should at least ask her who the girl is.'

Miranda let out a noise that sounded like a snort then haughtily smiled. 'Fine,' she muttered. 'I will ask her.'

0

Andy was lying on the sofa with her eyes closed but somehow the room was still spinning. The face that was stuck to her eyelids was that of Miranda Priestly.

'Oh God,' she wailed. 'I can't be with anyone else because of you.'

She sat up and then stood shakily and headed to the kitchen to pour a glass of water.

Ella was gorgeous.

Really gorgeous.

But there was only one person that interested Andy in that way. There was one woman that occupied her thoughts and had snared her emotions making them unavailable for anyone else.

She gulped down the water feeling a bit gross as it dribbled down her chin but her desperation to be quenched took priority. The glass empty she took a dramatic swipe at her chin to clear the water and then stumbled to bed.

Under the duvet she cuddled into the pillow and felt her mind drift to the usual place that it went to at this time of night. Playing a ream of snapshots that lived in Andy's memory of Miranda.

Miranda at her desk.

Miranda sweeping out of the lift.

Miranda crying on the sofa in Paris.

A small smiled appeared on Andy's lips and she drunkenly rolled on her back and groaned as her head protested at the movement.

'I'm never drinking again.'

0

Miranda sat in the back of her car.

Roy stared straight ahead.

She sighed.

His eyes stayed fixed on the road.

'Go on,' she snapped.

'Sorry ma'am?' he said.

'I can practically hear the advice you want to give me – bursting from your head,' she snapped.

She could not of course but she needed counsel and Roy was the only available soul at the moment.

To her amazement Roy twisted round in the seat and for the first time ever Miranda noticed that he had startlingly blue eyes beneath the peak of his cap.

'Ma'am, I would suggest that you don't waste any more time and just go and knock on the door,' Roy resumed his previous position, advice delivered.

'Right,' Miranda acknowledged. 'Good thought.'

Roy got out of the car and opened the door for Miranda.

Her slim leg slid out, followed by the rest of her and Roy held out his hand to help steady her.

'Good luck ma'am,' he said with a small smile.

With a sense of purpose Miranda approached the buzzer to Andy's apartment and pressed it briefly.

Nobody answered.

Miranda's heart sank.

_Please don't say that she's gone home with that sparkly eyed vixen._

She tried again – holding the button a little longer this time.

Still nothing.

Then finally she pushed the button and held her finger on it.

'For fucks sake!' a loud voice sounded from inside the building.

The voice was male.

'Stop ringing the bloody buzzer would ya Andy and remember your goddamn key next time?' the door clicked open.

Miranda pulled a face.

Clearly Andrea must do a lot of late night calls to neighbours to let her into the building.

She ascended the two floors to Andy's flat and noticed a small keybox on the wall by the door.

Yes – Miranda thought. Andrea must definitely forget her key on occasion.

She stood and looked at the key box wondering what the combination was.

'Hmm,' she mumbled and tried Andy's birthday.

How the hell did she know her ex-assistant's birthday?

It did not work.

Then Miranda tried her own birthday and the small compartment popped open.

Miranda smiled and put the key in the lock.

The door opened with a gentle creak and Miranda fumbled on the inside wall for a light switch.

'Andrea!' she called softly.

She listened carefully but the place was silent. And then she heard it.

Gentle snores.

Another smile to herself and Miranda closed the door behind her.

'Andrea!' she called again, a little louder.

She flicked on the light switch and put her handbag down on the floor.

The apartment was neatly kept but there were the remnants of a night out littering the sofa.

'Andrea!' this time her voice was firm and demanding.

The snores stopped and there was the rustle of bed sheets.

'Hello,' Andy called, she sounded fearful.

Miranda waited patiently by the front door. A few seconds later Andrea appeared in the bedroom doorway looking nervous and carrying a baseball bat.

'Miranda?' the bat fell from her hand and thudded on the floor.

'For fuckssake Andy!' a loud voice sounded from beneath their feet.

'Sorry Mikey!' Andy called back.

Andy rubbed her eyes and took another look at her paramour standing before her.

'I am really here,' Miranda said with a trace of amusement.

'How did you get in?' Andy asked.

'Well,' Miranda looked far too pleased with herself. 'It would not take Enigma to crack that code on your pathetic little key box.'

Andy's mouth fell open.

They eyed each other with interest and Miranda decided that Andy was clearly still intoxicated and she needed to take control of the situation.

'Who is the sparkly eyed girl that you were with this evening?'

'Sparkly? Wha…, eh? How did you know?'

'Very articulate for a writer,' Miranda mused.

'I…, she's -, oh God,' Andy turned and disappeared into what Miranda assumed was the bathroom on the other side of the bedroom.

When Andy returned to the living room Miranda was sitting on the sofa having tidied up Andy's mess.

'Sorry,' Andy apologised quickly.

Miranda looked her up and down.

She was dressed in shorts and a loose fitting t-shirt. Those long, beautiful legs looked smooth and creamy beneath the fabric.

'So,' Miranda continued. 'The sparkly eyed woman you were eating hot dogs with?' an eyebrow snaked its way towards her forehead.

'She's someone I work with,' Andy sat down next to her ex-boss and current object of her affections.

'And do you make a habit of allowing all of your colleagues to kiss you on the mouth?' Miranda smoothed her skirt. 'I don't remember such occurrences between you and Emily, or you and…'

Andy held up her hand to halt the coming onslaught. 'No, I don't usually allow kisses but Ella kissed me.'

'Ah, so the young vixen is called Ella is she?' Miranda was amused.

Andy knew her well enough to know that.

'Why do you keep calling her that?' Andy asked. 'Why vixen?'

'A young, sexy, thing, kissing you, what else should I call her?'

'You could just call her Ella,' Andy muttered.

They were awkward with each other in the silence.

'Why are you here?' Andy whispered and shook her head slightly as if she was in disbelief.

Miranda sat completely still. She looked like a marble statue placed on Andy's sofa.

Why was she here? She wondered.

'Are you and this Ella – an item?' Miranda choked out the question.

'No,' Andy said gently. 'I'm not in a relationship with anyone.'

Relief flooded through Miranda's system.

'Andrea…'

'I think I know why you're here,' Andy whispered.

'You do?' Miranda looked up hopefully.

Perhaps she would not have to speak the words.

'We need to talk about how things were left between us,' Andy continued.


End file.
